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crack shot, crept back to the ship for the shot-gun. The geese
seemed tame and stayed close, but this rich prize was too much
for the famished hunter's nerves. He fired and missed, and the
birds flew off to the north-west. We wondered if there were land
in that direction.

At the end of the day, June 14, the last square inch of snow on
the runway had been packed down. Five of us wearily plodded
back to the N 25 at the southern end; but Riiser-Larsen stepped
on ahead of us, carefully pacing the distance. At camp he greeted
us with the closest approach to enthusiasm he had shown. He
had made an error in his original calculation of the cake's diameter.
We had a course not 400 metres long but 500 metres. The rest of
us had been too dull-witted, too sunk in fatalistic resignation to
events, to notice the discrepancy between his estimate and the
amount of work we had done.

Amundsen expressed the feelings of all of us.

"If somebody offered me a million kroner for those extra hundred
metres," he said, "I would not accept."

After our evening mugs of chocolate, we took our pkces in the
plane to taxi to the northern end, to be ready to take-ofl into the
wind early next morning, when the runway would be frozen.
When about to start the engines, Riiser-Larsen suggested that in-
stead of taxi-ing we try to fly. There was no telling how slippery
this surface might prove to be. If we could get off now, why wait
until morning? Amundsen and I nodded, and the pilot gave her
the gun.

But the runway was soft from the day's thaw, and the strakes bit
into it. The plane made no effort to rise. To lift, the wings needed
mile-a-minute speed. We did, however, slide at thirty-six miles an
hour, which was much faster than any speed we had attained before.
When we stopped at the north end, Riiser-Larsen turned round
to me and said: '1 hope you are not disappointed, Ellsworth. We
will do better next time,"

I believed him. That night I had the outside watch. With my
feet thrust loosely into the ski straps and a rifle slung over my
shoulder on the chance that I might get a shot at a seal or wild
goose, I shuffled round and round the big ice-cake. Our night
patrols were doubly anxious now, since the floe was beginning to